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SERMON. 



" How ARE THE DEAD RAISED UP? " — 1 COF. XV. 35. 

It seems almost impossible for man> or for angel, to 
state exactly how the dead are raised up. Jesus leaves 
the matter in the dark. The apostles do not attempt to 
explain it minutely. It is one of the mysteries that are 
peculiarly under the sole management of God. How? 
What matter how ? It is the fact we want, not the 
means. How does the seed become the tree? How 
does a little mist grow into a star ? How is the infant 
ever a man? Ah I tell me how any thing is^ as it is? 
Sift nature's secrets if you can. Look at yourself, then 
find out all about your mind, your body, and your 
heart. It is impossible. Do not go into the future, 
asldng how, until the past and the present are all plain. 
There is something very beautiful and very sublime in 
the spirit that rests content with realities, never at- 
tempting to make these realities tell the secret of their 
growth. 

A peach tastes just as good, although you know 
nothing about its history as you hold it in your hand, 
and as you are ready to enjoy its delicious flavor. A 
ship sails just as well, although you never could tell 
how it was made, nor of what timber it is composed. 



I do not declaim against the study of reasons, but I 
merely wish to maintain that they are not absolutely 
indispensable. I wish to attest that man can get along 
very well without them. 

If, then, we cannot tell how the dead are raised, why 
do we preach about it? why do we talk about it? and 
why do we think about it ? Are we not wasting our 
time and our patience, and are we not foolishly beating 
the air? , 

This is really a serious question ; for the whole world 
are guilty of dealing with this important subject, so that 
if it be a subject that should not be touched, the whole 
world will have to be summoned to the bar of judgment. 
Why is our mind given to us if we are not to use it? 
Would not the possession of thought be a mockery, if 
thought were never to be called out, and if its powers 
were never to be tested? These intellectual faculties 
that we possess must be constantly exercised, for thus 
alone can we master truth. If we smother reason, if 
we crush imagination, and if we chain judgment, we 
soon should become idiots. Every thing material and 
spiritual that we learn is gained through ideas. Thought 
is the acorn : invention is the oak. Dim fancies float 
in the brain. They are examined, they are sifted, they 
are caged, and then they are published; whilst the 
result is the explosion of error and the inauguration of 
some beautiful fact. The probable and the possible in 
this way become the actual. Thus, Galileo thre^w over- 
board the astronomy of previous ages, casting the priests 
into great dismay. He would not have dared to have 
acted from impulse, and, by some sudden gust of passion, 
to have taken his stand against the whims of the vener- 



able hierarchy and the established prejudices of the 
people. He would not have dared, from any short 
sight, to have stood up and braved the world. No : 
great ideas seethed in his brain. First, with almost 
noiseless step, they marched along the chambers of 
imagery; then, more bold, they leaped with thrill of 
joy. Still more sure, they careered, they surged, and they 
thundered, till they forced themselves into the crucible 
of investigation. Then, as a necessary consequence, 
they soon sprang from that useful captivity into public 
notice. So Columbus blotted out an effete geography, 
finding a world. So Newton tied the worlds together 
by a glorious balance. So Franklin stole fire from 
the heavens safely. So everybody gets at truth. 

Brethren, the nde holds good in spiritual matters. 
Here we are to proceed just like the philosophers of old. 
Here we are to guess. , We have a right to ask what 
is likely, what is probable, what is possible, what is 
reasonable, and what is just. Who knows but that if 
we seriously enter into this great matter we may detect 
foundation laws that shall make the whole question of 
the resurrection quite capable of demonstration, or at 
least entirely free from objectionable mystery ? Why 
may there not be a spiritual astronomy, that shall cal- 
culate all the phenomena of the spirit body as it floats in 
ether, a-s well as a material astronomy, that weighs the 
course of the «un, moon, and stars? Why may there 
not be a spiritual geography, that shall tell accurately 
the locality of the angels, as well as a material geogra- 
phy, that divides continents, showing to us the points 
where each nation resides ? Why may there not be a 
spiritual electricity, that ^hall publish the affinities of 
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the celestial spirits, as well as an earthly electricity that 
pervades, animates, and inoculates all nature? Can 
we not find out somewhat the cardinal laws of heaven, 
as well as the cardinal laws of earth ? I think that we 
can, and I think that it is our duty to make the ex- 
periment. 

I do not now attempt to prove the fact of the resur- 
rection ; but, assuming the fact, I wish to look a little 
into its history, and I wish to sift out somewhat the 
laws that are aflSxed to its growth. First, I would 
maintain that we rise quickly. Not slowly ; not after 
a hundred years; not after a thousand years; not 
when the world is destroyed: hut at once. ''To- 
day shalt thou be with me in Paradise." It has 
been for a long while supposed, so it is now by a 
large number believed, that the resurrection of the 
dead does not take place till the end of all time. A 
great many call it a general, and not a special, resur- 
rection; whilst such expect to slumber in the earth 
till the last human being dies. I frankly say that I 
believe no such thing, and that I think the Bible 
teaches no such thing, Jesus said that the God of 
Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob was not the God of the 
dead, but the God of the living. On the Mount of 
Transfiguration, two living prophets of the Old Dis- 
pensation talked with our Lord. So, too, the Master's 
words on the cross, we have quoted, where He prom- 
ised the penitent thief that that very day he should be 
happy. 

The arguments of reason, as well as the arguments 
of revelation, are against a prolonged sleep. Look at 
the waste of time, of talent, of joy, and of all things, if 
the billions who have died are still unconscious. Of 



what possible use this paralysis of brain and soul? 
How could we comfort the dying and the afflicted, if 
we were obliged to confess to' a temporary death of 
centuries? No. The dead are raised g^wicHy. There 
is never any real cessation of consciousness or of life. 
They pass directly from one world to another. They 
take their last breath here, then their first spiritual 
breath there. This is philosophy; this is scripture; 
and this is reason. So does the worm die into the 
butterfly. So does winter languish into spring. So 
does the perishing seed assume its new life. Again, 
I would maintain that the resurrection takes place 
naturally; that is, it takes place just in the way that 
everybody would expect. Nature is not outraged by 
it, but culminated through its aid. Of course we do 
not expect that our very flesh and very blood are to live 
again. Scripture has said "Flesh and blood cannot 
inherit the kingdom of God." An apostle has said 
" We shall all he changed. ^^ ^ This mortal shall put 
on immortality." We see the body die. We know 
that it decays. We know that every part of it is incor- 
porated in other bodies. We know that after we have 
departed, our mortal casement becomes common prop- 
erty, whilst it is spread in time throughout the whole 
world. There is but just so much matter in the world, 
so it is divided, generation after generation, amongst 
the children of men. 

Js there then a resurrection of the body ? Yes. The 
spirit body is raised and glorified. There is a natural 
body; so, too, there is a spiritual body. The natural 
body dies, or rather escapes into the air, or goes into 
the ground. The spiritual body lives, — lives for ever. 
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This 18 just what we should expect. Any thing else 
would seem strange, — beyond reason. We are raised 
naturally, not artificially. Death simply releases the 
man, — that is within the man, — and simply allows 
the inner man to escape. The resurrection of the spirit- 
ual body that resembles the earthly one is a fact that 
is comforting, simple, sacred, majestic, and scriptural. 
Again, I would maintain that the resurrection takes 
place once for all. There will be no more change : no 
more dying, and no further chrysalis state. The old 
doctrine of transmigration has exploded. So, likewise, 
must be given up all modern doctrines that resemble it. 
God can create as many souls as He pleases. It is no 
more diflScult for Him to make a large number than it 
is for Him to make one. We do not reappear from age 
to age in different forms ; nor are we reabsorbed in 
God, which is only a refined statement of transmigra- 
tion. No. Each one risea once for^ all ^ — rises indi- 
vidually, and lives for ever a separate and a responsible 
being. " Raised up.** Raised up I where ? Raised to 
a higher condition of being. This life is very humble 
and very restricted. At the best, it is a prison-house. 
There is but little real growth here. If earth alone 
became the circumference of our faith, reason would 
have to bow its head in shame, imagination would have 
to clip its wings, and judgment would stand abashed ; 
for every thing is unfinished here. We need an here- 
after, in order that an emancipation of the present may 
be brought about. 

In the other life the bolts and the chains will be taken 
from the soul, whilst there will be nothing in that good 
home that can check the richest and the holiest impulses^ 



or quench the highest with the purest desires. We shaU 
be raised to a higher state of knowledge. Conception 
will then become reality. Doubt will fade into assur- 
ance. The veil will be removed. What pigmies then 
our wisest thoughts will seem 1 How shallow our most 
cherished theories 1 The mightiest in intellect will then 
become as babes. We shall be raised to our proper 
sphere. Heaven is, without doubt, a place of degrees. 
"In my Father's house are many mansions." As we 
differ in goodness, we must not expect to stand on the 
same level. You and I must not expect, all at once, 
to take a place at the side of Saint Paul. We shall con- 
tinually ascend. Heaven is a place of growth. We 
cannot stand still there. Ever higher is the motto of 
the angels. It will be growth without pain. It will be 
work without despair. God will not alloto a defeat. 
How was Jesus raised up ? Let us learn of Him, then 
we shall obtain true ideas of the resurrection. Very 
soon after His apparent death He was alive again. On 
Friday He was crucified : the following week He made 
Himself known to His disciples. He was raised up 
with a body similar, but not exactly like His earthly 
hody. It was a glorified body. Mary did not at once 
recognize Him. The disciples, on the way to EmmausJ 
were slow to perceive whom he was. As a number 
were gathered together at the festive board, He was 
present ; but not till He broke bread, and not till He 
gave thanks, did they perceive whom He was. He was 
raised up with a mind and with a heart precisely the 
same. Death had no power over the spiritual nature. 
He was the same Jesus after the scene at Calvary as 
before. The mere fact of losing His earthly form did 
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not make Him a different person. In this example, 
brethren, let us trace somewhat our own history. 

There are different views given concerning the resur- 
rection. Some say that our earthly bodies live again ; 
that flesh, blood, and bones ente^ the Kingdom of 
Heaven. But do this class of believers ever stop to 
think that there may be many claimants to the same 
material frame, since one body, through various chemi- 
cal changes, covers in time many thousands of human 
beings ? Some say that the spirit only is allowed to 
enter Heaven. But does not the scripture plainly teach 
us that there is a resurrection of some kind of a body? 
Spirit must be somehow clothed, or else it floats beyond 
the gr^sp of our conception and fellowship. Some say 
that we are absorbed at last in God. This seems to be 
simply annihilation. Others set forth the doctrine which 
I have endeavored to establish ; namely, the resurrec- 
tion of the spiritual body, which, during its sojourn on 
earth, simply wears the flesh as a mask. 

Friends, let us not trust too much to any human 
explanation about the future. Let us not suppose that 
any of our measuring lines will engird Heaven com- 
pletely. Let us not be too eager to force upon any one 
*our half-formed dreams. Let us wait patiently, beauti- 
fully, serenely, joyously, and believingly, until the 
mystery is revealed, until the seals are broken, and 
until we are ushered into the Celestial City. There the 
riddles will be solved somewhat, whilst there we shall 
cease to wrangle about the unknown. 

Our thoughts this morning seem especiaUy appro- 
priate, — so sad, strange, and heart-touching have been 
the events of the last week. Who could dream that 
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seven days would reveal' so much? One of our Presi- 
dents laid low, and the greatest man in this country — 
if not in the world — taken to God. It has indeed been 
a time of lamentation^ and perhaps it is well that the 
season of Lent is so often reserved for scenes so mourn- 
ful.* The scythe that stops not for human greatness has 
cut down, since we last met, those who were well 
known in our own land, and those who have been 
registered as worthy of honor in nearly all the cabinets 
of Europe. Millabd Fillmobe and Chaeles Sum- 
neb, illustrious in their lives, and not divided in their 
seeming death, both born the same month and nearly 
the same day, have been stricken down in the same 
month and the same week ; the Senator being eleven 
years the junior of the President. The. one was given 
to us in 1800, Jan. 7th; and the other in 1811, Jan. 
6th. 

MiLLABD Fillmobe spent four years in the clothier's 
trade, but at the age of nineteen commenced the study 
of law. He was made a Councillor in the Supreme 
Court of New York when only twenty-nine, a Member 
of Congress at thirty-three, and, when forty-eight, was 
chosen Vice-President. By death of President Taylor 
(July 9th, 1850) he became, by virtue of his office, 
the lawful President of the United States, and the 
thirteenth chief in succession from the Declaration of 
Independence and the establishment of the Constitution. 
Whatever may be said by any of us concerning any 
special acts of his administration, and however much 
many may have differed from him in matters of great 



* President Lincdn died in Lent. 
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public interest, — and however sad a great many felt 
that his course was not more decisive and outspoken for 
liberty, — I believe a more conscientious man never 
occupied the executive mansion, I believe he acted 
always from what he thought the highest standard of 
right. Strongly conservative, he could not be called 
a leader of ideas; but he held fast to what had been 
already discovered, and tried to be loyal to all the rights 
of all parts of the country, as seen by his unprophetic 
eye. The late President Felton told me, after he had 
passed a short time with him in Washington, that he 
never saw a man more true to his engagements, more 
full of method, and more anxious every hour to do his 
very best. " He seems," said the professor, " very much 
like Washington in all his ways and habits. He is 
truly a great man." In 1855, after he had left the 
executive chair, Mr. Fillmore went to Europe, and 
there was covered with attentions and honors from the 
renowned of all nations ; and since he has returned to 
America he has led a comparatively retired life, so as 
hardly to be known by the young men of to-day, and 
has become rather now only one of the monuments of 
history. 

But of Charles Sumner what shall we say? He 
has gone right in active life, at the very highest point 
of honor and usefulness, almost in the Senate Chamber 
itself; and a whole nation — nay^ a whole world — 
weeps at his grave. Only a few weeks ago a writer in 
one of our prominent newspapers nominated him as 
President of the United States in 1877 ; but now he 
has taken higher honors and a more, royal seat than 
that, Now h^ does not ne^4 our votes, and ^ the gifts 
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we could give him would be but baubles in his hand. 
Only two years ago Massachusetts censured him for 
an act that seemed to me one of the grandest of his 
lifsy when he did all he could to wipe away the marks 
of alienation, that were kept as trophies of victories 
gained by one section of the country over another ; and 
the very day God said to him, " Go home and die 1 " 
thank heaven, the new resolution of Massachusetts, 
wiping clean the former mistake, was read in his hear- 
ing, and he received the congratulations of several of 
his associates in oflSce. Thus was he vindicated and 
made happy before passing from our sight. How shall 
we describe him at short hand, and yet do justice to his 
many traits of surpassing nobility? He was honest, 
and no bribe could swerve him one iota from his views 
of right. He was brave, and no threat could turn him 
one inch from the ground he called holy; and how 
many threats were poured round his life, even up to the 
very last moment of his official duties. 

The assault in Congress which made him immortal 
only deepened his sense of right,' and caused him ever 
afterward, if it were possible, to be more independent 
and fearless in his speech. He was self-sacrificing. His 
grand motto was : "All for my country, even though it 
be my life." 

He was one of the greatest philanthropists the world 
has ever seen, — loved black as well as white, — and the 
poor negroes in the obscure huts of Southern lands will 
mourn for him as deeply as the most distinguished 
scholars here and everywhere. Of his strictly religious 
life I know but .little ; but I cannot help thinking that 
one so true to morals must have had within his soul a 
constant uprising towards holiness and God. He who 
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never would forsake right must have had a constant 
gaze at the mighty spiritual realities of the Eternal 
Kingdom. * 

Ah ! liberty sighs for him ; honor moans for one who 
was so true a disciple. Struggling ones throughout the 
world lift up their sighs to God in their great and mighty 
loss ; and tyrants alone begin to smile as this champion 
of human rights is withdrawn ; and with desperate sin- 
ners alone is there a jubilee of relief, now that the coast 
seems more clear and easy for the spread of evil and the 
reign of Satan. Our country has received a blow from 
which it will not easily recover, now that good morals, 
stem principles, and a strict and unwavering integrity, 
are at such a tremendous discount. It is as if the pilot 
were removed just when the storm raged the most 
fiercely. It is the earthquake yawning at our feet, just at 
the time when we most need a sure and solid foundation. 
God be merciful unto us and bless us, and help us now, 
as the skies look so dark, and raise us up another 
prophet like unto this one, who shall catch the mantle 
of the one taken, and' wear it as gracefully and beauti- 
fully and grandly as the former blessed owner. 

Charles Sumner was educated in the Boston Latin 
School, and graduated from Harvard College in 1830, 
and from Cambridge Law School in 1834. He became 
a Senator, as successor to Daniel Webster, in 1851, 
when forty years old. In 1856 he was assaulted by- 
Preston S. Brooks, which assault crippled him over 
three years, and obliged him to visit Europe In order to 
obtain the best medical treatment. Since the time of 
his resumption of his senatorial duties he has been 
active in every good work. 
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He died last Wednesday, or rather passed then to 
the Eternal Ejngdom ; and in all hearts throughout the 
world did the bell toll its sad notes in consecration of 
his memory, and as the mark of a great and terrible 
bereavement. " Oh, 'tis well with him ! But who knows 
what the coming hour, veiled in thick darkness, brings 
for us?" 



APPENDIX. 



Sentences of Scripture read Sundaj a. m., March 15tli, after the 
death of Millabd- Fillmore and Charles Sumker. 

Selected by C. B. Bradlee. 

I. 

The beauty of Israel is slain upon thy high places : how 
are the mighty fallen ! — 2 Saml. i. 19. 

II. 

How is the strong staff broken, and the beautiful rod ! — 
Jer. xlviii. 17. 

in. 

For, behold, the Lord, the Lord of hosts, doth take away 
from Jerusalem and from Judah the stay and the staff, the 
whole stay of bread, and the whol^ stay of water. 

IV. 

The mighty man, the judge, and the prophet, and the 
prudent, and the ancient. 

V. 

And the honorable man, and the counsellor, and the 
eloquent orator. 
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VI. 

Let me die the death of the righteous, and let my last end 
» be like his ! — Num. xxiii. 10. 

VII. 

The steps of a good man are ordered by the Lord. — 
Ps. xxxvii. 23. 

vin. 

Mark the perfect man, and behold the upright ; for the end 
of that man is peace. 

IX. 

The righteous perisheth, and merciful men are taken 
away, none considering that the righteous is taken away 
from the evil to come. — Isaiah Ivii. 1. 

X. 

And there they mourned with a great and very sore 
lamentation. — Gen. 1. 10. 

XI. 

Know ye not that there is a prince and a great man fallen 
this day in Israel ? — 2 Saml. iii. 38. 

xn. 

Man goeth to his long home, and the mourners go about 
the streets. 

xin. 

Thus saith the Lord God : In the day when he went down 
to the grave I caused a mourning. — Ezek. xxxi. 15. 

XIV. 

Behold at eveningtide trouble ; and before the morning he 
is not. — Isaiah xvii. 14. 



Wailing shall be in all streets ; and they shall say in all 
the highways, Alas ! Alas ! — Amos t. 16. 



He being dead, yet speaketh. — Heb. xi. 4. 

XVII. 

Consider how great this man was. — Heb. vii. i. 

XVIII. 

Boast not thyself of lo-morrow ; for thou knoweat not what 
I day may bring forth. — Prov. xxvii, 1. 



What I do, thou knowest not now ; but thou shalt know 
hereafter. — St. John xiii. 7. 



In my Father's house are many mansioDS. — St. John 
xiv. 2. 

XXI. 

Precious in the sight of the Lord is the death of His 
saiuts. — Pb. cxvi. 15. 

Blessed is the man that walketh not in the counsel of the 
angodly, nor standeth in the way of siDDers, nor sitleth in 
the seat of the scornful. But his delight is in the law of the 
Lord. — Ps. i. 1 and 2. 
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The following hymn, written by David Owen, Esq., was 
read after the sermon : — 

. The spark of life is flown, 

He's numbered with the dead ; 
The man that moved creation most 
Lies in his narrow bed. 

Oh ! what a preciou* gem 
. That casket does contain ! 
It glitters, like a diamond bright. 
On souls in bondage lain. 

His heart, for freedom, bled ; 

His soul, as white as snow ; 
His conscience, pure as the light, — 

Place laurels on his brow I 



How radiant was his path 
With rays of love divine I 

The narrow way he kept his step. 
Nor swerved a single line. 

" Oh, what a glorious life ! " 
We hear the angels sing ! 

" Lift up, ye everlasting doors — 
Come, welcome brother, in ! " 



